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With me in the observation-car was an American
friend of the Tenyo Mam \\ith his wife and son. The
last named, though but a lad of barely eight or nine,
took yet a leading part in our conversation. He had
at his fingers' end all the sights he had seen at Nikko
and Tokyo, Yokohama and Miyanoshita, and, much
to the delight and pride of his doting parents, even
gave his opinion on the social topics we happened
to be discussing during the journey. He incidentally
put me in mind of the remark which Rita makes in
her America through English Eyes that in Yankee-
dom there are no children but grown-ups and
infants. Another thing I noticed in that American
boy was the gold that sparkled in his teeth. His
parents had likewise their teeth filled or capped
with the same rich stuff, only they had it on a more
lavish scale. To one not used to seeing such quan-
tities of gold in a person's mouth, it was a trial to
notice its sparkle in every other face one met.
Throughout my American travels, no matter where
I went, the gold-filled or gold-lined or gold-capped
teeth pursued me like a nightmare. So used are the
Americans to false and gold-encrusted teeth that
some of them seem to have lost belief in the bare
possibility of natural teeth after a certain age. I
remember while in the Rockies a touring friend of
mine, happening to notice my front teeth, remarked,
" They are false, of course." Being taken by sur-
prise at her strange remark I asked what made her
think they were false. To which, in that mode of
reasoning so peculiar to her sex, she replied, " They
couldn't be natural." I hoped at any rate to escape